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That did but show thee, of a fool, Inconstant
And damnable ingrateful; nor was't much

Thou woiild'st have polson'd good Camlllo's faonoer,

To Bave him kill a king ; poor trespasses,

More monstrous standing by ; whereof I reckon

The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter

To be or none or little; though a devil

Would have shed water out of ire ere done't.

Nor is't directly kid to thee, the death

Of die young prince^ whose honourable thoughts,

Thoughts high for one so tender, cleft the heart

That could conceive a gross and foolish sire

Blemished his gracious dam.

Nowhere are die poet's metaphors more nakedly material ;
nowhere does he verge more often upon a sort of brutality
of phrase, a cruel coarseness, lachimo tells us how :

The cloyed will,

That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, that tub
Both filled and running, ravening first the lamb,
Longs after for the garbage.

and talks of ;

an eye

Base and unlustrous as the smoiy light
That's fed with stinking tallow.

* The south fog rot him ! * Cloteo bursts out to Imogen,
cursing her husband in an access of hideous rage.

What traces do such passages as these show of * serene
self-possession/ of * the highest wisdom and peace/ or of

* meditative romance * ?    English critics, overcome by the
Idea of Shakespeare's ultimate tranquillity, have generally
denied to him the authorship of the brothel scenes in Pericfa j
but these scenes are entirely of a piece with the                  of
Thf Winter*s Tale and Cymbeline.

Is there no way for men to be, but women
Must be half-workers ?

Posthumus when he hears of Imogen's guilt,